86              THE   LADY   AND   THE   UNICORN
rest, who was attended by two others with sashes of
gold tied over their shoulders; he had a turban of
apricot gauze, ruby studs in his ears, and he was
giving orders to the others in a shrill treble,
almost like a girl's, beating at them with a cane.
The servants went backwards and forwards like
ants, they seemed tired and dumb like servants
who have been kept up all night; Rosa could not
think whose they might be, for she had never seen
any like them. Pressing back against the wall she
could see out into the porch, the torches shone on
the back of a horse, its flank gleaming in a
marbled pattern of bronze and black; she could see
the legs of a man on the back seat of a carriage, its
lamp reflected in the panels. Who could have
opened the gate, she wondered? It had not been
opened for years. From beyond, in the lulls be-
tween shouting and the din, she could hear the
noise of the crows waking in the garden, and of a
gharry passing in the street.
There was a dog, a small, white dog that ran in
and out among the legs and feet, and stood on the
steps barking at the horses.
The young Indian clapped Ms hands and sud-
denly there was quiet, the servants vanished, even
the torches had gone and the porch was filled
with only the cold dawn light, the marble floor was
empty, Rosa heard footsteps coming down the
stairs, light and slow, and voices speaking to-
gether. The steps sounded in the vestibule, and
now it was one voice speaking, a girl's, and it
seemed to Rosa that it was pleading, imploring,